The tax~collector$
to come; the least they could do was to feed me. This, I
must say, they were more than willing to do, though I suspect
them of very rarely paying for what we consumed. When
the matter of lunch was broached, the lieutenant sent a man
on ahead to the upper mill of Garau, above our former
camping-place, while we followed slowly.
The lieutenant was waiting for news from Husainabad. He
had, I guessed, sent a messenger as soon as he came upon me,
and was still waiting for instructions as to his next proceeding.
Just as we turned off the main track into a little side valley,
where the mill lay low under the spikes of Walantar by a
clear diminutive stream, a party was sighted coming down the
valley. The lieutenant rode to meet it, while I continued
towards the mill, delighting in the little watercourse in the
shade; a built-out pier made of dry walling carried it into a
hollow where the mill stood, like a truncated pyramid, about
fifteen feet high by ten square at the base, like all the mills of
Luristan.
Here two policemen spread carpets in a shady place and the
inhabitants of three poor tents gave us a timid, very doubtful
welcome. And presently the rest of the party, arriving, filled
the hollow with the noise of their cavalcade.
The head of the visiting party was a young customs officer
from Husainabad, with blue eyes and a black and grey Euro-
pean suit and an intelligent expression. He spent his time in
collecting taxes and catching smugglers, knew the country
well, and gave me details of die castles and ruins in the district
of Shirwan, which I told him I hoped to visit.
" There is a casde there called Shirawan," said he, " which
stands on a rock, and its watercourses, brought up from far
below, are still to be seen. And in the city of Nushirvan itself,
which is Shirwan, you can see the water conduits running
among the houses."

